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we cannot simply sit апа stare at our wounds 
forever. 
—Haruki Murakami. 


To feel anything 
deranges you. To be seen 
feeling anything strips you 
naked. In the grip of it 
pleasure or pain doesn’t 
matter. You think what 
will they do what new 
power will they acquire if 
they see me naked like 
this. If they see you 
feeling. You have no idea 
what. It's not about them. 
To be seen is the penalty. 
—-Anne Carson. 


I remember a huge 
tiredness coming over me, a kind of lethargy in the 
face of the tangled mess before me. It was like being 
given a maths problem when your brain's exhausted, 
and you know there's some far-off solution, but 
you can’t work up the energy even to give it a go. 
Something in me just gave up. 

— Kazuo Ishiguro. 


My violent rages, my destructive behaviour, my own 
need to destroy love and trust, just as love and trust 
had been destroyed for me. 


— Jeanette Winterson. 
How much water 
does it take to 
drown us, pull us 
into awakenings? 
— Adam Wolfond. 


Our hands empty except for our hands 
— Ocean Vuong. 


His hands keep turning into birds, 
and his hands keep flying away from him. 
Eventually the birds must land. 
— Richard Siken. 


I can’t hold enough of you in my hands. 
—Franz Kafka. 


What did my fingers do before they held him? 
What did my heart do, with its love? 
—Sylvia Plath. 


To have spent my life holding my hands in tightly 
hidden fists. To try to understand what it would 
mean, now, to hold them open. I have always felt 
ashamed at being witnessed in the act of wanting 
something I could not have. 

— Jennifer S. Cheng. 


and | indulge myself 
by touching your hands. 
—Carlota Caulfield. 


You are taking a class in indifference. 
You want to be able to ignore his hands 
when they are not on your waist. 
You carry your heart wrapped in waterproof cloth. 
You can think of little else, 
press yourself against walls. 
You've been acutely aware 
of nerve endings for weeks. 
You are trying to be enough. 
A bramble in his side. 
Anightmoth. 
The field that resists naming. 
— Caitlin Bailey. 


Ino longer love. 
To prove this, І have cut off my hands. 
—Sumita Chakraborty. 


They say it’s once in a lifetime you can kiss 
something and at last make it human. Give me two 
of these lifetimes. І kiss my hands into a cathedral 
of all they have touched— 

—Lachlan Chu. 


‚ get away from 
‚ yourself. 
Haruki Murakami. 
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Міѕѕ уои. 
Should І ѕау ії, 
I would only miss you more. 


Yet shall I 
just go, 
once again... 


Ravens on the far mountain, 
And in the fields, ravens caw 
While the sun sinks lower 

On the western hills. 


River waters flowing, tumbling 
Down say “Come on, let's go 
Quickly now,” and still, 
And still they flow away. 
—The Road Away, Kim Sowol 


You said: І used to invent love when necessary. When 
I walked alone on the riverbank. Or whenever the 
level of salt would rise in my body, I would invent the 
river. 

—Mahmoud Darwish, In the Presence of Absence. 


I know every river has an end. 
You loved me & then you left. 
You loved me & then you didn’t. 
—Natalie Wee. 


A man takes his sadness down to the river and 
throws it in the river 
but then he's still left 
with the river. 
—-Richard Siken, Boot Theory. 


I walk through the streets of myself under an 
ageless sun, and by my side you walk like a tree, you 
walk like a river, and talk to me like the course of a 
river, you grow like wheat between my hands, you 
throb like a squirrel between my hands, you fly like 
a thousand birds, and your laugh is like the spray of 
the sea, your head is a star between my hands, the 
world grows green again when you smile, 

— Octavio Paz. 


I don’t know whether to think about the sky or you. 
—Alejandra Pizarnik. 


You had all the gentleness of flowers 
in your heart, in your hair, in your gaze. 
— Nikos Engonopoulos. 


Look at the rain long enough, with no thoughts in 
your head, and you gradually feel your body falling 
loose, shaking free of the world of reality. 

— Haruki Murakami. 


The sky flashes. The sea yearns. 
I myself am hell. 
— Ocean Vuong. 


One time there were islands floating 
Across the rough sea 
Caught in the schizophrenic libido 
Between the moon and the sun... 
—Samuel Gregoire. 


Full of harmonies is the flight of birds. The green 
woods 

Have closed about the stiller huts at evening; 
The crystal meadows of the stag. 

Darkness soothes the plashing of the brook, the 
moist shadows 


And the flowers of summer, ringing lovely in the wind. 
Already the brow of the reflective man is dusk. 


And a small lamp, kindness, is gleaming in his heart, 
And the peace of the meal; for bread and wine are 
blessed 

By the hands of God, and from nocturnal eyes the 
brother 

Gazes silently at you, that he may rest from thorny 
wanderings. 

Oh, the dwelling in the soul-charged blue of night. 


Lovingly the silence in the chamber clasps the 
shadows of the 

elders, 
The crimson torments, the laments of a great 
generation, 
Which is passed on devoutly in a solitary grandchild. 


For out of black minutes of madness ever more 
radiant, 
The patient one wakes on the petrified threshold, 
Andis ardently clasped by cool blue and the 
gleaming decline of 

the autumn, 


The silent house and the legends of the forest, 
Measure and law and the moonlit paths of the 
departed. 

—Georg Trakl. 


You, drowning 

between my arms- 
stay. 
You, pushing your body 

into the river 
only to be left 

with yourself- 
stay. 

— Ocean Vuong. 


Pm slipping, Pm slipping away 
like sand 


slipping through fingers. All 
my cells 


are open, and all 
so thirsty. | ache and swell 


in a hundred places, but mostly 
in the middle of my heart. 
—Rainer Maria Rilke. 


Pve been walking for a long time, 
and it hasn’t made me smarter or faster, but I bet I 
can still beat you. 


Maybe not now, maybe not tomorrow, 

but this stubborn monster-girl, gone all wrong with 
the river’s sledge, is not 

giving in to your one-way-ness. 


World, turn all you want to, 
faster even. Руе come to like the way the breeze 
feels as it rips me limb from limb. 

— Ada Limón. 


She wanted to run full speed 
into their glass wall and didn’t care if, like a bird, she 
broke her own neck. 

She’drun at it again and again until it was smeared 
with her blood. 
—Zoje Stage. 


Lord, | confess I want the clarity of catastrophe but 
not the catastrophe. 
Like everyone else, | want a storm! сап dance in. 
I want an excuse to change ту life. 
—Franny Choi. 


lam in the earth and the earth is in me. 
—Luis Alberto Urrea. 


The shuddering moan of blood, 
a song to calm the sacrificial, 
the loss across the river. 
The way a dying animal will look at you 
is seared into me. 
We die together and all over again. 
— Chris Abani. 


I wanted to be on the river, or dancing, 
but something had me by the back of the neck. 
— Margaret Atwood. 


He must be living a life free of worries. But viewed 
from his perspective, looking at me from his side 
of the valley, І might appear to also be living a life of 
ease and leisure. From a distance, most things look 
beautiful. 

—Haruki Murakami. 


Let's multiply, let's twitch our noses, 
let's walk among the night's dark roses, 
though where the oldest story goes is 

a place where tongues might cluck. 


Pve had my share of quacks and hisses; 
whereof mouth cannot speak, it kisses; 
hop to it, man, and realize this is 
a lovely bit of luck. 
—-Rachel Wetzsteon. 


Listen to the children 
who know their way about the forest 
and return with stories 


which the thief steals 
exchanging them 
for a kind of music. 
—Norman Finkelstein. 


We don’t make reality. We evade it. So far. By looting 
natural capital and hiding the costs. But the bill is 
coming, and we won’t be able to pay. 

—Richard Powers. 
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is what your father calls уои now. 
know 
your father loves you 

but each time he will not name you 


Yes, you 


you feel a hole 
bang open. Black pit. 
through you 


like a tunnel, 


Runs straight 


which is what it is. 


There are tracks laid in the tunnel in you & a train. 
Yes, that’s right, a 
train 
& on the other end, a little girl. 


The train is where each thing made for her that 
happens in your life 
goes to travel to her & sometimes 
you think you will die— 


last night the man tugging at his crotch 
says Have a good night girl or maybe he 
doesn’t 
grab his crotch & means nothing or 
means well 
but what does it matter? 
He boards the train 
with your father & your first girlfriend & 
the state of Michigan 
& they all want to see the girl 


& you're carrying a train full of people who want you 
gone 
or think you are gone. 


But then the train is full & leaves 
its station & leaves the hole 
engine warm & then 
itallfeels faintly ridiculous— 
who does that man think you are, anyway? 
Even if you are a girl, you don’t look like the kind who 
would want him, though you do 
in another life where he says girl with a 
slightly different inflection 
& means he is the kind of man who wants a boy to 
ruin him. 
To carve a hole & move inside. 


But that isn't how it happened. 
You're the one with the hole 


with the little girl inside the hole 
with the father standing at the edge, calling & 
calling 
for her & never you 
& you can't blame him— 


you'd rather be her 
or at least bury her, seal her shut 
or shut her up 
& in the end, isn’t that what we all 
want? 


To not feel so 
To carry an image of ourselves 
inside ourselves & know exactly 


split? 
what we mean 
when we say І- . Е- Я 


-? 


—Cameron Awkward-Rich. 


You also have a particularly wonderful, very rare sort 
of serene, satisfied, approving smile that can make a 
person truly happy. | cannot remember any 
particular occasion on which you bestowed it on me 
as a child, but it probably happened at some stage, 
I see no reason why you would have refused ії to me 
then, when | was still innocent in your eyes, besides 
which I was your greatest hope. 

—Franz Kafka. 


I was born from a mother, like you, 

Wearing nothing but the pride of innocence, 
Wrapped in my blissful indifference, 

But I couldn't scream like you 

And | couldn't cry like you 

And I couldn’t smile like you. 


| grew up enchained to these walls, like you, 
Filled with nothing but a promise of excellence 
(What a merciless fraudulence!) 

But | couldn't walk like you 

And I couldn't talk like you 

And I couldn't keep the child in me alive like you. 


Your existence in this world seems so effortless, 
Yet I struggle to lure each breath in. 
And at night, when this itch of my skin 
Softly whispers that РІ never win 
Even trying alone seems so meaningless. 
—Tathéve Simonyan, 
a girl is a haunted house. 


And no one can ever figure out what you want, 
and you won’t tell them, 

and you realize the person who loves you isn’t the 
one you thought it would be, 

and you don’t trust him to love you in a way 

you would enjoy. 


And the boy who loves you the wrong way is filthy. 
And the boy who loves you in the wrong way keeps 
weakening. 
You thought if you handed over your body 
he’d do something interesting. 

—Richard Siken. 


don’t eat me 
Pm trying so hard 


mother 
mother 
to get better. 
— Andrew McMillan. 


I don’t mean that my mother didn’t love me but she 
was not a domestic person: her life was in her mind. 
The fundamental skill of all mothers — the 
management of time — was beyond her. She 
measured time in pages. 

—-Zadie Smith. 


]...[ she considered that ‘pregnant’ and ‘married’ 
were alternative terms for ‘death? 
—-Claire Dederer. 


Maybe I am the way І ат 
because she wanted exactly that, 
wanted there to be a woman 
a lot like her, but who would not hold back, 
—Sharon Olds, 
Why My Mother Made Me. 


Mother, let me mourn what I have never seen. 

Rub my scalp and tell me who | could have been. 

Feed me a morsel or two. This hunger terrifies me. 
—Momtaza Mehri. 


Mama stalking a border dog’s 
crescent around back around 
asif to fend off certain 7 
October’s second sodium moon 
basting the street and barbecue ribs 
and links she smoked all day 
to keep her four boys close 
no begging door-to-door not 
with new monsters wakened 
—wW. S. Di Piero. 


I say to a stranger, 1 am harmless. 
But the word doesn’t seem right. | have been 
harmed, but I do not wish to do harm, but | could do 
harm. 
(l am not without desire.) 

— Ada Limón. 


How can you be so many women to so many people, 
oh you strange girl? 
—Sylvia Plath. 


The little girl’s sense of secrecy that developed at 
prepuberty only grows in importance. She closes 
herself up in fierce solitude: she refuses to reveal to 
those around her the hidden self that she considers 
to be her real self and that is in fact an imaginary 
character: she plays at being a dancer like Tolstoy’s 
Natasha, or a saint like Marie Leneru, or simply the 
singular wonder that is herself. There is still an 
enormous difference between this heroine and the 
objective face that her parents and friends 
recognize in her. She is also convinced that she is 
misunderstood: her relationship with herself 
becomes even more passionate: she becomes 
intoxicated with her isolation, feels different, 
superior, exceptional: she promises that the future 
will take revenge on the mediocrity of her present 
life. From this narrow and petty existence she 
escapes by dreams. 

—Simone de Beauvoir. 


Fairy tales at your age? 
Why not? What is age anyway? 
—Leonora Carrington. 


Her dearest friend was reverie. Crushed by 
adolescent gloom, her soul was waiting...but for 
whom? 

—Alexander Pushkin. 


Ihave the power to multiply myself. І am not one 
woman. 
—Anais Nin. 


She struck me as having a very exceptional quality 
of mind - both imaginative and controlled, both lucid 
and intense. 

—Newton Arvin. 


It seems no matter how | try 
I become more difficult 
to hold 
lam not an easy woman 
to want 
—Nikki Giovanni. 


Поуе the game, I love the chase, 
I know and welcome each advance, 
Each sleight of foot and change of place, Each figure 
in the dance. 
And then the game turns into war, You take out your 
long knife- Concealing what you meant it for, Which 
is, to take my life. 
Ihave sharp teeth inside my mouth, inside my dark 
red lips, 
And lacquer slickly hides the claws In my red finger- 
tips. 
So I conceal my armoury. 
Yours is all on view. 
You think you are possessing me - 
But Pve got my teeth in you. 

— Angela Carter. 


You had all the gentleness of flowers 
in your heart, in your hair, in your gaze. 
—Nikos Engonopoulos. 


lused to think girl meant wilting like a rose in the 
palm of a man’s hand 
but sometimes ії just means thorn 
and sometimes it just means wilting into my own 
hands. 

—Trista Mateer. 


]...[ | try to be honest. And what is revealed is often 
rather hideously unflattering. 
—Sylvia Plath. 


I get these semi-clairvoyant states, which | suppose 
are just diabolic intuition. 
—Sylvia Plath. 


The park admits the wind, 
the petals lift and scatter 


like versions of myself І was on the verge 
of becoming; and ten years on 


and ten blocks down I still can’t tell 
whether this dispersal resembles 


a fist unclenching or waving goodbye. 
But the petals scatter faster, 


seeking the rose, the cigarette vendor, 
and at least Pve got by pumping heart 


some rules of conduct: refuse to choose 
between turning pages and turning heads 


though the stubborn dine alone. Get over 
“getting over”: darks clouds don’t fade 


but drift with ever deeper colors. 
Give up on rooted happiness 


(the stolid trees on fire!) and sweet reprieve 
(a poor park but my own) will follow. 


There is still a chance the empty gazebo 
will draw crowds from the greater world. 


And meanwhile, meanwhile’s far from nothing: 
the humming moment, the rustle of cherry trees. 
—Rachel Wetzsteon. 
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When she saw herself, finished, she said It doesn’t 
look like me. Picasso said, It will. Perhaps it will look 
like her because it is the document and will remain, 
while she is just aperson who will fade. Now, when 
we think of her, we think of this painting. Picasso 
was planning ahead. The painting is evidence but 
not proof. There's no proof that she looked like that, 
even though we have the document. She existed 
enough to be painted. She could have been an idea, 
but that's another kind of existing. 

—Richard Siken. 


There are moments that cry out to be fulfilled. 
Like, telling someone you love them. 
Or giving your money away, all of it. 
Your heart is beating, isn't it? 
You're not in chains, аге you? 
There is nothing more pathetic than caution 
when headlong might save a life, 
even, possibly, your own. 
— Mary Oliver, from Moments. 


The feelings that hurt most, the emotions that 
sting most, are those that are absurd: the longing 
for impossible things, precisely because they 
are impossible; nostalgia for what never was; the 
desire for what could have been; regret over not 
being someone else; dissatisfaction with the 
world’s existence. All these half-tones of the souls 
consciousness create in us a painful landscape, an 
eternal sunset of what we are. 

—Fernando Pessoa. 


Even when | was young, | loved peering at faces in 
films. The pleasure of 
watching and of not being watched. 

—-Jemny Xie. 


It’s my nature to stay in my corner and watch the 
others. | enjoy my littleobservations. 
— Matthew Ward. 


Forgive me if I digress. I cannot tell you who І am 
unless І tell you why | am. I cannot help you to take а 
measurement until we both know where we stand. 

— Jeanette Winterson. 


maybe it’s about the wonderful things that may 
happen if you break the ropes that are holding you. 
— Mary Oliver. 


The shame of being seen consumes me. 
—Cynthia Cruz. 


To have spent my life holding my hands in tightly 
hidden fists. To try to understand what it would 
mean, now, to hold them open. I have always felt 
ashamed at being witnessed in the act of wanting 
something I could not have. 

— Jennifer S. Cheng. 


Sometimes, | cry so hard | can feel it in my ribs. 
I feel like the real me is backed into a corner inside 
me. 

— Ama Asantewa Diaka. 


In me there are two souls, alas, and their Division 
tears my life in two. 
One loves the world, її clutches her, її binds Itself to 
her, clinging with furious lust; The other longs to soar 
beyond the dust Into the realm of high ancestral 
minds. 

— Johann Wolfgang von Goethe, Faust. 


Uncertainty makes living in her skin intolerable. An 
answer is complete or it is not an answer. 
—VJoanne Limburg. 


All I ever really want to know is how other people 

are making it through life-where do they put their 

body, hour by hour, and how do they cope inside of it. 
— Miranda July. 


Fm so pathetically intense. I just can’t be any other 
way. 
—Sylvia Plath. 


Ido not want to be a person. ۱ want to be unbearable. 
—Anne Carson. 


where | stand like a stranger to my life. 
—Stacie Cassarino. 


Your own body is a phantom, one that your brain has 
temporarily constructed purely for convenience. 
— Mark Pizzato. 


But she was caught in the nightmare of the body [...] 
—Sylvia Plath. 


All in black, pale but interesting, men find me... 
disturbing. 
—Angela Carter. 


Yes, | was infatuated with you; ۱ am still. No one has 
ever heightened such a keen capacity of physical 
sensation in me. | cut you out because | couldn't 
stand being a passing fancy. Before І give my body, 
I must give my thoughts, my mind, my dreams. And 
you weren’t having any of those. 

—Sylvia Plath. 


my bones whimper at the thought of what could 

have been. 

what could have been if i was not born in a grave? 
—Fatima Aamer Bilal. 


Her body existed only where he touched her. The 
rest of her was smoke. 
— Arundhati Roy. 


The penumbra of a body fascinated by its own 
desire to die. 
— Alejandra Pizarnik. 


I can’t explain 


the psychic 
experience of living 


inside this body 
this panopticon 


All dois brace 
myself 
—Sally Wen Mao. 


I cried 
with your arms wrapped 
around my back. I cried 
because the body can never 
forget. 
— Margot Armbruster 


lam not here. | have no face. Other people have 
faces... Their world is the real world. The things they 
lift are heavy. They say yes, they say no; whereas 1 
shift and change and am seen through in a second. 
—Virginia Woolf. 


It is of no importance for you to know who I am, since 
one day I will no longer be. 
—Damian Murphy. 


I want so obviously, so desperately to be loved, 
and to be capable of love. | am still so naive; | know 
pretty much what I like and dislike; but please, don’t 
ask me who I am. “A passionate, fragmentary girl,” 
maybe? 

—Sylvia Plath. 


Is there no way out of the mind? 
—Sylvia Plath. 


І cannot make you understand. І cannot make anyone 
understand what is happening inside me. I cannot 
even explain it to myself. 

—Franz Kafka. 


The body that used to 
contain your daughter 


we found it 
behind the fence 


It was in ared coat 
It was collected 


Is she saved 
Is she in the system 


You're lucky 
we have other bodies 


to put your daughter in 
Come on down 


to the station 
—The Cyborg Jillian Weise. 
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lam the seasons, І think sometimes, January, May, 
November; the mud, the mist, the dawn. | cannot 
be tossed about, or float gently, or mix with other 
people. 


—Virginia Woolf. 
Iso want to 
survive this. Please lead me 
whole into another season so 
І may dare begin again. 
—Jihyun Yun. 


Ido not ask of love; I do not sing of spring, 
But listen to my song — for you alone | sing. 


Oh, judge it for yourself — for how on earth could I 
Not lose all self-control when I this snow espy? 


An ordinary garden, just another day, 
But why are all the bells alive in mad affray, 


While nightingales declaim, with flowers in the snow? 
Explain it all to me — or maybe you don’t know? 


Oh, judge it for yourself — for how on earth could I 
Not lose all self-control when looking in your eye? 


Ido not say “Believe”, | do not say “Now, hear”, 
But this is what І know: it’s at this snow you peer, 


And now beyond you | am looking with love’s glance 
Upon this snowy heaven of our lingering dance. 
— Georgy Ivanov. 


Do you know what I was, how I 
lived? You know 

what despair is; then 

winter should have meaning for 
you. 


I did not expect to survive, 

earth suppressing me. | didn't expect 
to waken again, to feel 

in damp earth my body 

able to respond again, remembering 
after so long how to open again 

in the cold light 

of earliest spring-- 


afraid, yes, but among you again 


crying yes risk joy 
in the raw wind of the new world. 
—Louise Glick. 
What am I doing here 
in this endless winter? 
—Franz Kafka. 
Sometimes 


I would like to paint my body red and go out into 
the glittering snow 
to die. 
— Mary Oliver. 


І appreciate your 
concern. None 
of this is your fault. 
It’s me. It’s me 
and my head. 
In winter, І collapse. 
—Virginia Woolf. 


There is a heartbreaking beauty 
about my crummy street 

tonight, at 2 o’clock 

in the first snow: I stand looking out 


at this window, | think 

how everything seen 

is something seen for the last time. 
At last I turn away, 


I give up. | am tired, 
І can’t mourn anymore 
the loss of what I never asked for 
and never understood. 
—Franz Wright. 


It’s summer now, and you're craving 
a simpler existence. You want to read. You want to 
write. 

—Caleb Azumah Nelson 


At evening autumn forests drone 
With deadly weapons, the golden plains 
And the blue lakes, above which somberly 
The sun rolls down. The night 
Embraces dying warriors, the wild laments 
Of their shattered mouths. 
But in the willow valley silentiy 
The outspilled blood collects, red clouds 
In which an angry god dwells, lunar coolness; 
All roads disgorge to black decay. 
Beneath the golden boughs of night and stars 
The sister's shadow flutters through the silent 
grove 
To greet the spirits of the heroes, bleeding heads. 
And softly in the reeds drone the dark flutes of 
autumn. 
O prouder grief! you brazen altars; 
Tonight a mighty anguish feeds the hot flame of 
spirit: 
Unborn grandchildren. 
— Georg Trakl. 


March is a month of storms and lust. Spring looks 
on, 
like a thought between two people, between a long 
winter and 
a long summer. | remember nothing but allegory. 
— Mahmoud Darwish. 


The tender, unearthly magic of the Spring 
has crept into my heart. І hear the song of birds, 
I smell new odors, see new colorings, and the 
softness 
of the air melts me. And feel. 
Oh, God, how deeply | feel, 
—Anais Nin. 


Please forgive a girl that’s had a hard spring, 
—Edna St. Vincent Millay. 


Sit down. Inhale. Exhale. 

The gun will wait. The lake will wait. 

The tall gall in the small seductive vial 

will wait will wait: 

will wait a week: will wait through April. 

You do not have to die this certain day. 

Death will abide, will pamper your postponement. 
l assure you death will wait. Death has 

alot of time. Death can 

attend to you tomorrow. Or next week. Death is 
just down the street; is most obliging neighbor; 
can meet you any moment. 


You need not die today. 

Stay here—through pout or pain or peskyness. 
Stay here. See what the news is going to be 
tomorrow. 


Graves grow no green that you can use. 
Remember, green’s your color. You are Spring. 
— Gwendolyn Brooks. 


Aprilis the cruelest month, breeding lilacs out of the 
dead land, mixing memory and desire, stirring dull 
roots with spring rain. 

—TS. Eliot. 


There you were, and it was like spring— 
— Mary Oliver. 


In the deepening spring of May, I had no choice but to 
recognize the trembling of my heart. 
— Haruki Murakami. 


Yes, І deserve a spring-I owe nobody nothing. 
—Virginia Woolf. 
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Let the living pretend they are not concerned 
With death, which is too common, too ordinary. 
—Czestaw Miłosz. 


Everyone is afraid of death but Pm afraid of my 
persistent life. How frightening itis when death 
doesn't want one and rejects one! 

—Sadeq Hedayat. 


lam going to outlive myself. 
Eat, sleep, sleep, eat. Exist slowly, softly, like these 
trees, like a puddle of water, like the red bench in the 
streetcar. 

— Jean-Paul Sartre. 


It was impossible to avoid quite terrible wounds to 
both my mind and heart--the shock of having been 
so unable to understand what had been going on 
around me, the knowledge that my thoughts had 
been so completely out of my control, and the 
realization that I had been so depressed that I 
wanted only to die—and it was several months 
before the wounds could even begin to heal. Looking 
back I am amazed I survived, that | survived on my 
own, and that high school contained such 
complicated life and palpable death. | aged rapidly 
during those months, as one must with such loss of 
one’s self, with such proximity to death, and such 
distance from shelter. 

—Kay Redfield Jamison. 


No one wants to die... But some people don’t want to 
live in any of the ways that are allowed. 
—Margaret Atwood. 


Fm not going to die. 
Fm going to become eternity. 
— Makoto Shinkai. 


It’s not usually like this. Pm not usually so on edge, so 
forthright. Pm not usually exhaling death 
pheromones into the common man’s air. ’m not 
usually foaming at the mouth. But today, I feel the 
blood flowing with a little more ease. I’ve felt like this 
for a while now. Weeks maybe. Months 
possibly. І believe that my brain is getting more 
oxygen than normal. Perhaps it’s my increase in both 
raw meat and milk consumption. Anyone else would 
say they feel alive if suddenly put in my shoes, but 
I feel only the polar opposite. | feel like | am dead. 
Dead, roaming but not rotting among this 
downward- pointed Earth. | am bound by zero 
consequence and terrified for everyone around 
me. Pm not worried for myself though, because Рт 
quickly accepting that whatever happens to me, 
however bad it may be, is supposed to happen. 
Admittedly, this is due to some light spiritual reading 
Pve done as of late. Parts of the genre are wise, 
other parts are horseshit. Pve only lightly sprinkled 
the new knowledge into my grander worldview. The 
next step is to understand my role in this reign of 
terror, to see find my place in the shifting of this 
world. 

—Mike Ma. 


There are ways of dying that don’t end in funerals. 
Types of death you can’t smell. 
— Haruki Murakami. 


it’s the same old story, it starts with a lamb and ends 
with the murder of the very person you should love 
most, 


—The Binding of Isaac, Genesis 22. 
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And if the angel says: Do you know life? 
Then I must say: Life devours. 
—Rainer Maria Rilke. 


Our little lives, so brief. But oh, the bloom. 
—Barbara Crooker. 


We insist, it seems, on living. 
— Virginia Woolf. 


She weeps for the disaster of her life, 
—Marguerite Duras. 


I thought I had been surviving, and yet, what I was 
really doing was hanging by a string, loosely holding 
myself from collapsing. | was always on the verge, 
and | could feel that friction in my soul. 

—Fariha Roisin. 


And you must not, ever, give anyone else the 
responsibility for your life. 
— Mary Oliver. 


Everyone wants tO 
keep the door open on the possibility that our lives 
are not 
MALIGNANTLY USELESS. 
— Thomas Ligotti, 
The Conspiracy Against the Human Race. 


I was unwilling to risk losing апу more time than I 
already had. Life had become worth not losing. 
— Kay Redfield Jamison. 


I think Pm beginning to see my life. I think І can 

already say, І һауе a vague desire to die. From now on 

I treat that word and my life inseparable. 
—Marguerite Duras. 


Nobody wants to be here and nobody wants to leave. 
— Cormac McCarthy. 


Have I lived enough? 

Have I loved enough? 

Have | considered Right Action enough, have | 
come to any conclusion? 

Have І experienced happiness with sufficient 

gratitude? 

Have І endured loneliness with grace? 


І say this, or perhaps Pm just thinking it. 
Actually, | probably think too much. 


Then I step out into the garden, 
where the gardener, who is said to be a simple man, 
is tending his children, the roses. 
— Mary Oliver. 


It was life 
you'd rather be drunk on, roaring life 
that told you there is no time for spirits 
of dark staircases, only lightning ruses 
that not only leave no bruises but give 
all parties their wish: rinsed vision and second 
chances. 
— Rachel Wetzsteon. 


I know, you never intended to be in this world. 
But yourre init all the same. 


So why not get started immediately. 
I mean, belonging to it. 


There is so much to admire, to меер over. 
— Mary Oliver. 


1. Your life is not on pause or 
delayed. Your life کا‎ still 

Happening, so then the question is: 
are you fully awake to it, paying 
attention even if it is completely 
different from your idea of how it 
should be like in an ideal scenario? 


2. There are no ideal scenarios, 
there is only the present now 
that is unfolding right before you 
with every inhale, every exhale, 
every inhale, every exhale. 
—Yumi Sakugawa. 


I must endure bad times and the waters will rise, 
possibly as high as the lips and possibly even higher, 
how can | know beforehand? But Pll fight my fight 
and sell my life dearly and try to win and pull through. 
—Vincent Van Gogh. 


Not just to endure it, not just to suffer it, not just to 
pass through it, but to live in it. 
—-Joan Didion. 


The feeling that she had never really lived in this 
world caught her by surprise. It was a fact. She had 
never lived. Even as a child, as far back as she could 
remember, she had done nothing but endure. 

—Han Kang. 


Nothing seemed really real. Sleeping, waking, it 
all collided into one gray, monotonous plane ride 
through the clouds. I didn’t talk to myself in my head. 
There wasn’t much to say. This was how I knew the 
sleep was having an effect: I was growing less and 
less attached to life. If | kept going, I thought, Pd 
disappear completely, then reappear in some new 
form. This was my hope. This was my dream. 
—Ottessa Moshfegh. 


the idea of my current life began 
one solar revolution ago 
to think 
I almost missed this 
called the hotline numbers 
dropped the mask 
old friends who still pick up 
on the first ring 
it was hard to get up 
mostly | crawled like a crushed bug 
if I lived it was only partly will 
and partly divine 
—VJenny Zhang. 
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At lunchtime | bought a huge orange 

The size of it made us all laugh. 

| peeled it and shared it with Robert апа Dave— 
They got quarters and І had a half. 


And that orange it made me so happy, 

As ordinary things often do 

Just lately. The shopping. A walk in the park 
This is peace and contentment. It’s new. 


The rest of the day was quite easy. 
I did all my jobs on my list 
And enjoyed them and had some time over. 
love you. Pm glad 1 exist. 
— Wendy Cope. 


Peaches you eat at night. 
In the dark you can’t see the insect bites. 
How do they find the sweetest fruit? 


Your grandfather would find it—the one 
unblemished peach in someone’s orchard— 
and cool itin the stream for me. 

І married him that year. 


He wasn’t a romantic, you know. 

But he always left a basket of peaches 
at my feet in the summer. 

I carved pieces of that viscous fruit 
and placed them on the parted lips 

of my sleeping children. And they rose 
chewing on the pulp. 


Look at how my garden balsam has bloomed. 

Dye your fingers with its petals—see if it lasts till 
first snow. 

Snow, what precious flower in this region. 

With my ear resting on his chest, | could imagine its 
blossom. 


My cheek dreamt well on his heart. 
—Emily Jungmin Yoon. 


Each open mouth 
is a blind spot. Want. 
Want. Want. | catch 
sight of myself in a 
mirror. 
— магу Jo Bang. 


lam sitting at my kitchen table waiting for my lover 
to arrive with lettuce and tomatoes and rum and 
sherry wine and a big floury loaf of bread in the 
fading sunlight. Coffee is percolating gently, and 
my mood is mellow. І have been very happy lately, 
just wallowing in it selfishly, knowing it will not last 
very long, which is all the more reason to enjoy it 
now. I suppose life always ends badly for almost 
everybody. We must have long fingers and catch at 
whatever we can while it is passing near us. 
—Tennessee Williams. 


I will enjoy this life. I will open it like a peach in season, 
suck the juice from every finger, run my tongue over 
my chin. I will not worry about clichés or uninvited 
guests peering in my windows. | will love and be 
loved. Save and be saved a thousand times. | will let 
the want into my body, bless the heat under my skin. 
My life, I will not waste it. I will enjoy this life. 

--Кате Baer. 


Grocery store tulips. Empty coffee cup 
in the sink. Morning sky smeared 

pink, like the inside 

of asalmon. 


Ihave been lonely in so many cities 
and now I am lonely in absence 

of the city, the crowd at the Met 
that made me small and whole 

as a seed. 


How do other people pray? 
—Shannon Pratson. 


You can put your strength down. Рт sitting here 
with you at your kitchen table. You don’t need to say 
anything. 

—Eden Robinson. 
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Апа do you know what memory it is that | most 

cherish? It's of you turning to me with that smile you 

gave me once you realized that you were loved. 
—From The World То Come (2020). 


The way memory is the ringing after a gunshot. The 
way we try to remember the gunshot but car't. The 
way memory gets up after someone has died and 
starts walking. 

—Victoria Chang. 


lam very concerned when I imagine how 
strangled and cut off you currently live, afraid of 
touching anything that is filled with memories (and 
what is not filled with memories?). You will freeze in 
place if you remain this way. You must not, dear. You 
have to move. 

—Rainer Maria Rilke. 


We look at the world once, in childhood. 
The rest is memory. 
—Louise Glück. 


Once, I thought, Each, alone in his dream of the world, 
is host and guest, a book and the one who reads it by 
the light of a vanished childhood. 

—Li-Young Lee. 


Memory’s funny, isn’t it? We remember some things 
out of nowhere, but so much of what happens, we 
never think about again. 

—Mieko Kawakami. 


If you remember me, then I don’t care if everyone 
else forgets. 
—Haruki Murakami. 


I want you always to remember me. Will you 
remember that I existed, and that І stood next to 
you here like this? 

— Haruki Murakami. 


It’s a good thing we remember that our imaginations 
can always be cultivated. 
— From The World To Come (2020). 


All time ever does is pass and all I do is remember. 
—Sue zhao. 


It’s mortifying to be the one who remembers. 
—Ryan O’Connell. 


Pm becoming more a vessel of memories than a 
person. 
— Kaveh Akbar. 


Oh, my joy, my sweet love, how are you, what are you 
doing, do you remember me? I love you very much 
today. 

—Vladimir Nabokov. 


Every time you think of me, know Pll be thinking of 
you. 
—Priscilla Morris. 


the worst part of love is that I remember it. 
I walk around all day thinking: 
Pm going to die in the universe you loved me in. 
—- June Gehringer. 


You remember too much, my mother said to me 
recently. 
Why hold onto ай that? And I said, Where can I put it 
down? 

—Anne Carson. 


This is love. 
It is a mass of ice 
melting. I can’t hold 
it and I have nowhere 
to put it down. 
— Molly Brodak. 
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With each passing moment 
Pm becoming part of the past. 
There is no future for me, 
just the past steadily accumulating. 
—Haruki Murakami. 


We can never go back. І know that now. We сап go 
for- ward. We can find the love our hearts long for, 
but not until we let go grief about the love we lost 
long ago, when we were little and had no voice to 
speak the heart's longing. 

—Bell Hooks. 


We are all going forward. None of us are going back. 
—Richard Siken. 


Either way I am a woman who wants 
to be rid of memory, past and future. Today | desire 
nothing 
more than to sit stilled. 
—Lisa Gill. 
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I sit here with head in hands, 
and I'm speechless... 
what kind of writer am I? With all this love 
and no words for it? 
— Anne Sexton. 


My writing: hard-boiled. 
My life: scrambled soft. 
—Vera Pavlova. 


Poetry should be written the way adultery is 
committed: on the run, on the sly, during the time 
not accounted for. And then you come home, as if 
nothing ever happened. 

—Vera Pavlova. 


I write only because there is a voice within me that 
will not be still. 
—Sylvia Plath. 


Is that what writing amounts to? 
The voice your ghost would have, if it had a voice? 
— Margaret Atwood. 


I write as if to save somebody’s life. Probably my 
own. 
—Clarice Lispector. 


Write a little every day, without 
hope, without despair. 
--Кагеп Blixen. 


Поуе you because you аге me... 

my writing, my desire 

to be many lives. | will be a little god in my small way. 
—Sylvia Plath. 


non-writing writer is a monster courting insanity 
—Franz Kafka. 


What one writes is only the ashes of one's 
experience. 
—Leonard Cohen. 


To write, you have to want something to survive you. 
—Elena Ferrante. 


l love you. I love you, but Рт turning to my verses and 
my heart is closing like a fist. 
—Frank O'Hara. 


May I kiss you then? On this miserable paper? ۱ might 
as well open the window and kiss the night air. 
—Franz Kafka. 


And under your influence, since you're so good with 
words, Руе composed a poem. It’s entitled...”Oh, Sick 
and Miserable Heart, Be Still.” 

—From The World To Come (2020). 


I write because one day (I was an adolescent) 
l looked in the mirror and по one was there. 
Can you imagine? A void. And those 
around me gushed importance. 
—Rosario Castellanos. 


To write is to be eaten. To read, to be full. 
—Natalie Diaz. 


To read is to cover one’s face, | thought. 
To read is to cover one’s face. And to write is to 
show it. 

—Alejandro Zambra. 


Reading was like a drug, a dope. The novels created 
moods in which I lived for days. 
—Richard Wright. 


lam a library without books, a sea of fear, agitation 
and want. 
—From The World To Come (2020). 


Fm no longer looking for you, 
because I know where you are, 
Fm not losing you anymore, 
for І have lost you long ago. 


Like an old book, Рт turning your pages— 
the cover has faded, has grown old, 

how easy itis, 

in such an evening hour, 

to suffer old miseries, 

relive past sorrows, 


the bitterness and pain of parting! — 


like an aged bird, 
Fm tenderly caressing the bars of my cage 
with admiration. 
—Hovhannes Grigoryan. 
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¡have stored in my 
blood the 
memory of your voice 
—Sonia Sanchez. 


Your unripe love and my too ripe pain 
were pushed together by Chance; 
forced to travel side by side 

by Circumstance. 


And even when we sleep together, 
knee to knee, 
your unripe love and my red-ripe want, 
like the edges of the legendary sword 
of chastity, 
keep us two cool blades apart, 
your unripe love and my too ripe heart. 
—Paruyr Sevak. 


Give me, my love, the fragments of your prayers: the 
remnants 
of your bones. Remember that time our bones 
crashed 
into each other: how our bodies broke but nobody 
noticed. Tell me how this is your sea: the constant 
flow 
of prayers: if the words soak long enough in the 
waters 
then they dissolve into bones, into the hope from 
our wet eyes. 
Show me, my love, your open wounds: your veins like 
the 
currents. Show me your folded hands: how your 
fingers 
come together like a ribcage. How folded hands 
keep your heart in place. Tell me: what it does it 
mean to be 
together, to be undone. 

— Ashley Mares. 


I don’t love you as if you were a rose of salt, topaz, or 
arrow of carnations that propagate fire: 
Поме you as one loves certain obscure things, 
secretly, between the shadow and the soul. 

—Pablo Neruda. 


There seemed to him to be something tragic ina 
friendship so coloured by romance. 
— Oscar Wilde. 


my god I go mad when I let myself think of you 
— Sylvia Plath. 


We agreed to love each other madly. 
— Jack Kerouac. 


Who taught you to write in blood on my back? Who 
taught you to use your hands as branding irons? 
You have scored your name into my shoulders, 
referenced me with your mark. The pads of your 
fingers have become printing blocks, you tap a 
message on to my skin, tap meaning into my body. 
Your morse code interferes with my heart beat. І had 
a steady heart before І met you, I relied upon it, it 
had seen active service and grown strong. Now you 
alter its pace with your own rhythm, you play upon 
me, drumming me taut. 

— Jeanette Winterson. 


We talk about love like it’s an involuntary act. We 
fall into love, like a hole, a puddle, an elevator shaft. 
We never step mindfully into love. Love, we seem to 
think, requires a loss of control; love necessitates 
that vertiginous giving over to gravity; love wants 
you to have no choice. Your heart thumps because 
there's danger and adrenaline in love. You lose 
yourself in love because you've displaced yourself. 
—Chelsea G. Summers. 


We might have coupled 
In the bed-ridden monopoly of a moment 
Or broken flesh with one another 
At the profane communion table 
Where wine is spilled on promiscuous lips 
We might have given birth to a butterfly 
With the daily news 
Printed іп blood оп its wings. 
—Mina Loy. 


The miracle which every one is permitted to 
experience some time in his life, the miracle which 
demands no intervention, no intercessor, no 
supreme exertion of will, the miracle which is open to 
the fool and the coward as well as the hero and the 
saint, is love. Born of an instant, it lives eternally. 

— Henry Miller. 


Love, love, love, it was the core of my life, 
— Mary Oliver. 


and I feel her inside of my 
wrists and at the backs of my eyes, 
—Charles Bukowksi. 


Why can’t I just say it straight? 
Fm so in love with you it makes me want to die. 
— Savannah Brown. 


A person is a whole person when they are good 
sometimes but not always, and loved by someone 
regardless. 

—Hanif Abdurragib. 


and I feel her inside of my 
wrists and at the backs of my eyes, 
—Charles Bukowksi. 


Why can’t I just say it straight? 
Pm so in love with you it makes me want to die. 
—Savannah Brown. 


I was too young to know how to love her. 
— Antoine de Saint-Exupéry. 


I did think, let's go about this slowly. 
This is important. This should take 
some really deep thought. We should take small 
thoughtful steps. 
But, bless us, we didn’t. 
—Mary Oliver. 
Look, we are not unspectacular things. 
We’ve come this far, survived this much. 
What would happen if we decided to survive 
more? To love harder? 
— Ada Limón. 


I feel that everything I wish to tell her loses its 
eloquence in her presence. 
—-From The World To Come (2020). 


І could recognize him by touch alone, by smell; | would 
know him blind, by the way his breaths came and his 
feet struck the earth. | would know him in death, at 
the end of the world. 

— Madeline Miller. 


she was intellingent, and intelligent women mixed 
literature and poetry with love. 
— Anais Nin. 


lam eternally, devastatingly romantic [...] 
—Catherine Breillat. 


Nobody speaks to me. People fall in love with me, and 
annoy me and distress me and flatter me and excite 
me and all that sort of thing. But no one speaks to 
me. | sometimes think that no one can. Can you? 
—Edna St. Vincent Millay. 


You got that certain something 
What you give to me takes my breath away 
— Aerosmith, Cryin’.You, lost from the start, 


Beloved, never-achieved, 
I don’t know what melodies might please you. 
—Rainer Maria Rilke. 


It was around then that | realized for the first 
time that falling in love is like being haunted. Even 
before | opened my eyes in the morning, you would 
slip in under my eyelids. When ۱ opened them, you 
instantly transferred to the ceiling, the wardrobe, 
the windowpane, the street, the far-off sky, and 
glimmered there like dappled light. You haunted me 
more persistently than | imagine any ghost ever 
could. 

—Greek Lessons, Han Kang, trans. Deborah Smith 
and Emily Yae Won. 


For you and for me, the highest moment, the 
keenest joy is not when our minds dominate but 
when we lose our mind—and you and I both lose it in 
the same way, by love. 

—Anais Nin. 


she had found him electrifying, she was going to let 
herself get 
lost in his madness. 

—Bret Easton Ellis, from The Shards. 


One of the remarkable things about love is that, 
despite very irritating people writing poems and 
songs about how pleasant it is, it really is quite 
pleasant. 

—Lemony Snicket, Horseradish. 


The things I want, I want with you. 
— Sarah Капе. 


Ido not know why | want you, or what for; l am very 
glad about that. Normally І know it all too well. 
—Ingeborg Bachmann. 


The thought that you exist is so divinely blissful in 
itself that it is ridiculous to talk about the everyday 
sadness of separation - a week’s, ten days’ - what 
does it matter? since my whole life belongs to you. 
—-Vladimir Nabokov. 


lam glad it cannot happen twice, the fever of first 
love. For it is a fever, and a burden, too, whatever the 
poets may say. 

—Daphne Du Maurier. 


That kind of love was the killin’ kind. 
— Aerosmith, Cryin’. 
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Yet liked him too much - - - way too much, and | 
ripped him out of my heart so it wouldn't get to hurt 
me more than did. 

—Sylvia Plath. 


maybe, in the face of abandonment, we are all the 
same; maybe not even a very orderly mind can 
endure the discovery of not being loved. 

—Elena Ferrante. 


Pm truly crazy. From longing. All because of you. 
—-Adelia Prado. 


They passed me by 
All of those great romances 
--АВВА, One of Us. 


In this space right here that we have made 
for each other, you can say anything and I will not 
abandon you. Unwrap the worst things you have 
done. Watch me hold them up to the light and not 
even flinch. 

—Trista Mateer. 


lam afraid I will love you forever and we will never 
be in the same room again. 


—Clementine von Radics. 
of course the love is there. 
still, 
still, 
still. 
—Anne Sexton. 


All my stories are about being left, 
all yours about leaving. So we should have known. 
—-Jan Heller Levi. 


Still, there is terrible desire to be 
loved. Still, there is this horror at being left 
behind. 
—Michael Cunningham. 


In my memory, it doesn’t end. We just stay there, 
looking at each other, forever. 
—- John Green. 


When ї was a child, it was clear to me that life was 
not worth living if we did not know love. I wish | could 
testify that I came to this awareness because of the 
love I felt in my life. But it was love’s absence that let 
me know how much love mattered. 

—Bell Hooks. 


It has happened all my life, 
this business of clinging to people, of getting 
too fond of them. 
—Daphne du Maurier. 


Because if you walk into a room and notice 
what is missing from it, 
It’s still there, isn’t it? 
The first poem I wrote that wasn’t about you 
was still about you. 
—Caitlyn Siehl. 


love is a party 

except we're playing russian roulette 

pull the trigger! 

bang! 

my baby shot me down 

but out from my head bursts ribbons 

ribbons and ribbons and ribbons 

iam at once the maiden and the crone 

eat from my body and you will be sated 

serve me to your guests 

leave my head on your platter 

how many ways сап і tell you that iam yours? 
— Serena Crane. 


Obsession is an accidental haunting, by a person not 
aware she’s a ghost. 
—Susan Choi. 


You seemed so far away, though you were standing 

near 

You made me feel alive, but something died, | fear 

I really tried to make it up, I wish І understood 

What happened to our love? It used to be so good 
--АВВА, One of Us. 


Your flesh remembers mine, 
it was already inclined to me, 
—Ingeborg Bachmann. 


It began with a need to be seen. Now 
you've made a garden in the seeing of me. 


Who Midased the touch golden? Who echoed 
the body a dis-remembrance? Was it me? 
—George Abraham. 


Here she is, all mine, trying her best to give me 
all she can. How could I ever hurt her? But I didn't 
understand then. That | could hurt somebody so 
badly she would never recover. That a person can, 
just by living, damage another human being beyond 
repair. 

—Haruki Murakami, 


Lunch is the saddest meal of the day 
and October is beautiful. 
It should come around twice 
but it doesn’t. Some things 
are singular. I think of you always 
even if people tell me you're terrible. 
— Alex Dimitrov. 


l became aware that the invincible power that has 
moved the world is unrequited, not happy, love. 
— Gabriel García Marquez. 


love her so passionately that she has made me the 
most unhappy man alive. 
—Antoine Francois Prévost. 


By the time you swear you're his, 
Shivering and sighing, 
And he vows his passion is 
Infinite, undying— 
Lady, make a note of this: 
One of you is lying. 
—Dorothy Parker. 


Lips that taste of tears, they say, Are the best for 
kissing. 
—Dorothy Parker. 


there is something wrong with you 
there is something wrong with you that is also wrong 
with me 

—Hera Lindsay Bird. 
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God, but life is loneliness, 
—Sylvia Plath. 


there is a loneliness in this world so great that you 
can see її in the slow movement of the hands of a 
clock 

—Charles Bukowski. 


the pain of being alone is completely out of this 
world, isn’t it? 
— Masashi Kishimoto. 


loneliness becomes an acid that eats away at you. 
— Haruki Murakami. 


being alone never felt right. sometimes it felt good, 
but it never felt right. 


—Charles Bukowski. 
All the lonely people 
Where do they all come from? 
All the lonely people 
Where do they all belong? 
—The Beatles, Eleanor Rigby. 


I realize full well how hard it must be to go on living 
alone in a place from which someone has left you, 
but there is nothing so cruel in this world as the 
desolation of having nothing to hope for. 

— Haruki Murakami. 


Why do people have to be this lonely? What's the 
point of it all? Millions of people in this world, all of 
them yearning, looking to others to satisfy them, 
yet isolating themselves. Why? Was the earth put 
here just to nourish human loneliness? 

— Haruki Murakami. 


But although she was a hero in one way, 
psychologically denying her pain had its drawbacks. 
Instead of experiencing her real, buried feelings-fear, 
loneliness, and abandonment-she felt only anger. 
Anger is not a feeling; it's a defence. When you can’t 
acknowledge your true feelings because they’re too 
excruciating, you defend against them with anger. 

— Catherine Gildiner. 


I don’t feel guilt at being unsociable, though | may 
sometimes regret it because my loneliness is 
painful. But when І move into the world, it feels like a 
moral fall—like seeking love in a whorehouse. 

— Susan Sontag. 


The Circus of Solitude 
І 
You cannot protect your solitude if you cannot make 
yourself odious. 
—-Emil Cioran. 


72. It is easier, of course, to find dignity in one's 
solitude. Loneliness is solitude with a problem. Can 
blue solve the problem, or can it at least keep me 
company within it?—No, not exactly. It cannot love 
me that way; it has no arms. But sometimes | do feel 
its presence to be a sort of wink—Here you are again, 
it says, and so am І. 

— Maggie Nelson, Bluets. 


lam doing my best to not become a museum of 

myself. | ат doing my best to breathe in and out. 

lam begging: Let me be lonely but not invisible. 
—Natalie Diaz. 


Your nostalgia has created 
anon-existent country, 
—George Seferis. 
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Grief will keep you reaching back 
for what is not there. 
— Adrianne Kalfopoulou. 


my grief gown my five-years-gone 
my swamp mouth my obvious heart 
my belly gnawed through 
you inhabit the space beneath my fingernail but you 
do not say you love my nail bed you do not say it we 
trade the sorrow pack across the table toothed & 
tethered a localized numbness in my palm 
hard to believe there might be an hour 
not crowded with your incarnations might be 
another hand at the small in my hair around my neck 
might learn again to be desired. 

— Caitlin Bailey. 


Поме your sorrow, which is mine as well— 
My grief of griefs, all other woes above; 
l love your shattered breast, where still your love 
Sings on and on—a skylark wild with love. 
—Daniel Varoujan. 


That wolf of a day, the woodlands of my new grief: 
you ate all the words, you fed me only worry. 
Now it is all сап eat for years and years to come. 
You wove a blanket of wool that covers me, the 
threads like worms. My grief is an empty womb 
as pink as quartz. Everything is wrong. Even the 
whippoorwill calls in the afternoon rather than under 
the woeful moon that now sits in a woodpile of stars. 
Useless. Oh how that day still howls. І hear it call 
from outside my windows so І am sure to shut them 
all each and every night. It is a wonder | can still 
breathe with no air. Your wounds аге all I think about, 
those cuts along your wrists, the ones even worse 
at your neck. I let my mind turn wooden, like a 
doll, imagine a woodcutter who can remove such 
memories. І hope it is his axe that would do such 
clean work. He advises me to worship the blade the 
moon makes when it wobbles like a scythe in the 
night sky. What if I just woke up and the world was as 
it was? What if you never turned into winter? 
What if the wreath was hung on the wrong door? 
—Didi Jackson. 


Grief is not only when they die. Grief is also when you 
don’t recognize them anymore. When they’ve turned 
into someone who doesn’t feel like yours anymore. 
Scary. And you stand there being the same you were. 
Lonely. 

—Trusha Gaigole. 


1 Sense of self as empty or confused since 
the loss, or feeling that a part of oneself has died as 
a result of the loss. 


2 Trouble accepting the loss as real. 

3 Avoidance of reminders of the loss. 

4 Inability to trust others since the loss. 

5 Extreme bitterness or anger related to the 
loss. 

6 Extreme difficulty moving on with life (e.g. 


making new friends, pursuing interests). 


7 Pervasive numbness (absence of emotion) 
or detachment (social withdrawal) since the loss. 


8 Feeling life is empty and the future bleak 
without the deceased. 

9 Feeling stunned, dazed or shocked by the 
loss. 


— Colin Murray Parkes, Bereavement: 
Studies of Grief in Adult Life. 
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Pm a master of speaking silently —all ту life 
Pve spoken silently and Pve lived through entire 
tragedies in silence. 

—Fyodor Dostoyevsky. 


Try for a moment to forget I was silent for so long 
and so insistently. 
—R. Kolewe. 


І never fought back, | learned how to cry silently, I 
bore my sins. 
—Fariha Roisin. 


There was a certain power in it, silence and stillness. 
— Margaret Atwood. 


You are the only being before whom I am not 
distressed by my own silences. 
—Anais Nin. 


Because my love for You is higher than words, 
Ihave decided to fall silent.” 
— Nizar Qabbani. 


Your silence has been with me and I have let it have 
its say. 
—Anne Sexton. 


І choose to love you in silence, for in silence | find по 
rejection. 
Ichoose to love you in loneliness, for in loneliness no 
one owns you but me. 
Ichoose to adore you from a distance, for distance 
will shield me from pain. 
I chose to kiss you in the wind, for the wind is gentler 
than my lips. 
І choose to hold you in my dreams, for in my dreams 
you have no end. 

— Rumi. 


If I loved you less, I might be able to talk about it 
more. 
— Jane Austen. 


I must start to build again after this long period 
of anguish and despair. [...] Keep silent—and have 
confidence in myself. 

— Albert Camus. 


for years i covered 
my ears while i spoke, 
afraid of what i might discover if i listened. 
—Sarah Fathima Mohammed. 


There were so many things I wanted to tell you. 
Or rather, 
I wished to have things that І wanted to tell you. 


What a thing, to be with you and have 
no words for it. What a thing, 
to be outcast like that. 
— Mary Szybist. 


She took his arm; they walked in silence. Around 
them were dark fields, stars. 
— Ursula K. Le Guin. 
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Even covered with mud I shall praise you, from the 
deepest abysses | shall cry to you. In my solitude you 
will be with me. 

— Oscar Wilde. 


I try to find you, yet you are not here. 
Pve studied absence, fought to fill it in— 
—Denise Riley. 


You learn to accept the black holes in your psyche, 
don’t you? You accept them as a glitch, a fault of 
your own brain, mercilessly antagonizing your own 
ability to recount your life. 

—Fariha Roisin. 


I kept thinking about the uneven quality of time - 
the way it was almost always so empty, and then 
with no warning came a few days that felt so dense 
and alive and real that it seemed indisputable that 
that was what life was, that its real nature had 
finally been revealed. But then time passed and 
unthinkably grew dead again, and it turned out that 
that fullness had been an aberration and might 
never come back. 

— Elif Batuman. 


Across centuries 
and the void of a world, sleepless, I seek you. 
—Rafael Alberti. 


She was an absence, 
a gap inside me. 


І shouldn’t write this 
shouldn't sit here 
suffering 

feeling 

the horror of the void 
letting myself 

this 

become vertigo 
nausea. 

I really should look away 
really should laugh it off 
once and for all 

let it be. 


— Margaret Atwood. 


—ldea Vilariño. 
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Where there is a monster there is a miracle. 
— Ogden Nash. 


What I really wanted to say was that a monster is 
not such a terrible thing to be. From the Latin root 
monstrum, a divine messenger of catastrophe, 
then adapted by the Old French to mean an animal 
of myriad origins: centaur, griffin, satyr. To be a 
monster is to be a hybrid signal, a lighthouse: both 
shelter and warning at once. 

— Ocean Vuong. 


It is true, we shall be monsters, cut off from all 
the world; but on that account we shall be more 
attached to one another. 

—Mary Shelley, Frankenstein. 


You're also a monster. But so am l- which is why І 
can’t turn away from you. 
— Ocean Vuong. 


A girl in the shape of a monster A monster in the 
shape of a girl. 
— Joan Macleod. 


who hasn't ever wondered: am I a 
monster or is this what it means to be a 
person? 
—Clarice Lispector. 


“Why would anyone love a monster?” asked Perseus. 
“Who are you to decide who is worthy of love?” said 
Hermes. 

—Natalie Haynes. 


You will always be fond of me. | represent to you all 
the sins you never had the courage to commit. 
— Oscar Wilde. 


[IT IS ABOMINABLE, UNQUENCHABLE BY TOUCH] 
It is abominable, unquenchable by touch, closer to 
the sublime than sentimental, more animal than 
hominid, ve seen it in the eyes of birds weaving on 
a stem of ragweed, voracious, singular, there is no 
one like me, Dickinson in her narrow bed, her cold 
clenched hands, her penmanship unreadable, even 
following a recipe for black cake, her black cake 
came out strange, lusher than the template, and 
every freak ۱ ever met had that same look in their 
eyes, armless, threading a needle with their lips and 
teeth, legless, rounding a corner on their cerulean 
cart, monarchic, imperious, wild, sad, and like every 
virgin queen, the need for love revolting and grand. 
—Diane Seuss. 


And he came to her and said 
The Lordis 
troubled 
in mind 
be afraid Mary 
will overshadow you 
The Holy 
therefore 
be 
nothing be impossible 
And Mary said 
And the angel departed from her 
— Mary Szybist, Incarnadine; 
Annunciation under Erasure. 


Understand that there is a beast within you 
that сап drink till it is 
sick, but cannot drink til it is satisfied. 
—Frank Bidart. 


the poem begins not where the knife enters but 
where the blade twists. 
Some wounds cannot be hushed 
no matter the way one writes of blood & what 
reflection arrives in its pooling. 

—Hanif Abdurragib. 


It made perfect sense to me later in life when I 
discovered that the Chinese word for endurance is 
simply the word knife on top of the word heart. You 
walk around with a knife in your heart. You do it with 
stoicism. This is the apex of being. 

--5терһапіе Foo. 


You are the knife I turn inside myself; that is love. 
That, my dear, is love. 
—Franz Kafka. 


It was a mistake to keep this single knife in my heart 
so long, but it is my knife, and my heart, too. 
—Richard Jackson. 


in a sharp set of knives, i looked for a hand to hold. 


i could not stop myself from needing to belong 
somewhere, 


even if that somewhere was а 
burial ground. 
—Fatima Aamer Bilal. 
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Bury my heart 
separately. 
Itis fragile. 
—Abbas Kiarostami. 


there are wounds 
that wait for the heart 
to dress them 
—Etel Adnan. 


In the heart of one like me there are secret thoughts 
working, and secret tortures which you ought not to 
seek to discover. 

—Mary Shelley. 


Eventually you will have to give up this love, she told 
me one night while | made us dinner. It has a morbid 
heart. 

—Maggie Nelson, Bluets 


Sometimes | can’t believe my heart, 


how it continues. 
How it isn’t black and withered, 


how the chambers remain clear, 
the beat plain and perfect. 
—Caitlin Bailey 


Ever is my heart a-thirst, Ever is my love accurst; 
—Dorothy Parker. 


in ай my poems І undress my heart. 
— Julia de Burgos. 


Pd stand in the shadows of your heart and tell you Рт 
not afraid of your dark. 
—A.J. Daniels. 


She said that she had been searching for my eyes in 

the crowd 

because she felt as if she were talking to my heart. 
—Audre Lorde. 


I yearn to belong to something, to be contained 
in an all-embracing mind that sees me 
as a single thing. 
l yearn to be held 
in the great hands of your heart— 
—Rainer Maria Rilke. 


How will the heart endure? 
—Robert Lowell. 


I was always hungry for love. 
Just once, | wanted to know what it was like to get 
my fill of it - to be fed so much love | couldn't take 
any more. Just once. 

—Haruki Murakami. 


to devour and be devoured, 
— Marguerite Duras, from The Lover. 


lam hungry for touch 
& ashamed to be looked at. 
—Safia Elhillo. 


The wish to be about to kill a lover, to keep him for 
yourself, yourself alone, to take him, steal him in 
defiance of every law, every moral authority—you 
don’t know what that is, you've never experienced 
it? 

— Marguerite Duras. 


We did not say much to each other but 
we grinned, 
because this love was so good you sucked the 
rib bones 
and I licked my fingers like a cat. 
— Sandra Lim. 


the hunger to be held, to be wanted, to 
be called from the streets like the family 
dog. You are not a good girl. You are not 
somebody’s otherness. 
--Кате Baer. 


There’s an art 
to everything. Even 
turning away. How 
eventually even hunger 
can become a space 
to live in. 
—Carl Phillips. 


Why does the mind do such things? Turn on us, rend 
us, dig the claws in. If you get hungry enough, they 
Say, you start eating your own heart. Maybe it’s 
much the same. 

— Margaret Atwood. 
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The enormity of my desire disgusts те. 
—-Richard Siken. 


There is nothing more humiliating to me 
than my own desires. 
— C.J. Hauser. 


Sometimes we don’t do things we want to 
do so that others won’t know we want to do them. 
—The Village (2004). 


Finally, a sin worth hurting for, a 
fervor, 
a sweet-You are mine. 
---Матайе Diaz. 


lonce read in a novel about the significance of the 
pomegranate. A fruit of the unbridled, a bite of the 
sacred. What do we know about its red seeds, what 
is desire if not the hidden, uncharted, burst of a seed 
inside of a mouth. 


My dissatisfaction, my doubts, my desires, my 
restlessness, are a kind of madness. 
—Anais Nin. 


Ihave a deeply hidden and inarticulate desire for 
something beyond the daily life. 
—Virginia Woolf. 


dread down his spine, and what was dread if not 
desire’s other face, a question you didn’t know how 
to answer? 

—Omar Sakr. 


to desire, and to lack. Combine these meanings, and 
you get the essence of longing, to desire what you 
lack. In order to understand a person’s desire, you 
must first identify the lack it conceals. 

— Jacques Lacan. 


I remember the first time, your hand cupped over 
the glass and over mine, O charging desire- the 
welcome rush of the wild heart, poppies blooming 
under my skin, a perfect red burst. 

— Caitlin Bailey. 


I desire the things which will destroy me in the end. 
— Sylvia Plath. 


I can kill the desire, but I can’t kill the tenderness, the 
need to touch you when your eyes are dark, when 
you are pale. 

—Anais Nin. 


What burns me now? Desire, desire, desire. 
—Theodore Roethke. 


as steers. They were without shame and without 
desire, like the angels. But it is not human to be 
without shame and without desire. 

—-Ursula K. Le Guin. 


and told you Pd miss you so much 
on my return 
that my body would ache 
in the absence of you 
an S-shaped lacuna. 
it was a foretelling 
of this love, that we share 
the intensity of y(our) memories 
but also a knowing 
of what we have, split screen. 
the spiraling sensation 
you give me, resplendently. 
that i am so alive with you 
so risen, my skin etched like braille, with 
stars that read 
our history, in astonishing color. 
i do not know 
what lies in the lilting 
blue windows of our abstract future 
but i revere you with a meticulous longing, 
with an open, radiating 
heart, ve let you in. 
—Fariha Roisin. 


She cannot decide what she desires, but today it is 
enough that she desires and desires. That 
she is a body 


in the world, wanting, 
— Ada Limón. 


I wonder 
what it would have felt like to 
have a choice, to choose love, 
to hold anything with both hands. 
It’a taken me this long 
to say | want | want I want, 
— Caitlin Bailey. 
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tonight | watched you sleep 
naked on the futon 
face down sweaty like a small child and knew that 
everything else was bullshit 
it's so hard to stay alive these days 
or sane 
so keep on snoring danny 
while | guard you like a rottweiler 
being in love with you is fucking awful cause one day 
you'll stop breathing in this grey light you already 
look dead 
but then you smile thank fuck 
what are you dreaming about baby wake up tell me if 
the word soul still means anything 
—love version of, Richard Scott, 
from “after Verlaine”. 


I shall come to you, when your're all alone, 
Under the dreary shadows of the night. 
When having buried all that you have known 
You leave in despair. Yet, all these despite 


I shall come to you, like a forgotten tune 

Woven of prayers, flowers and love-strewn. 

And when sorrow dwells in your heart's silent gaze, 
РІ summon you to other side’s embrace. 


I shall come to you, when drowning in sadness 

Your dreams will embrace their final demise. 

I shall hold your hand, unravel your madness, 

Set aflame new lights in the souls of your eyes. 
—Vahan Teryan. 


[.--] but the moon will never leave 
you, you are good enough for the moon 
and the moon is good enough for you, 
because you are here and the moon is there 
every time the moon is supposed to be 
there, 
—Trey Moody. 


that craving for darkness, 
the lust to feel what it does to you. 
— Margaret Atwood. 


Once more as I wait 
for you, night and icy wind 
melt into cold rain. 
—Philip Appleman. 


The night can be a dreadful time for lonely people 
once their loneliness has started. 
—Ernest Hemingway. 


To some of us, the nights are too long. To some, the 
days. 
— Chuck Palahniuk. 


And tonight our skins, our bones, 
that have survived our fathers, 
will meet, delicate in the hold, 
fastened together in an intricate 
lock. Then one of us will shout, 
“My need is more desperate!” 
—Anne Sexton. 


The night is lit with thorns. 
—Ingeborg Bachmann. 
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And the light is so white here, so weightless and 
white. Part of me wants to stay here. 
—Dave Eggers, 
Your Fathers, Where Are They? 
And the Prophets, Do They Live Forever? 


A spark of kindness made a light. The light made an 
opening in the darkness. 
—-Joy Harjo. 


What is to give light must endure burning. 
—Victor Frankl. 


The light of morning decomposes everything. 
—Haruki Murakami. 


Is it so small a thing 
To have enjoyed the sun, 
To have lived lightly in the spring, 
To have loved, to have thought, to have done? 
— James Longenbach. 


You kiss the back of my legs and I want to cry. Only 
the sun has come this close, only the sun. 
--5һаипа Barbosa. 


Ihave to tell you, 
there are times when 
the sun strikes me 
like a gong, 
and | remember everything, 
even your ears. 
—Dorothea Grossman. 


Maybe the star doesn’t even exist any more. Yet 
sometimes that light seems more real to me than 
anything. 

—Haruki Murakami. 


Look. Sparks ignite me, 
flames engulf me, 
carry me high, 
trap me in the sky. 
Look how my universe 
now streams with shooting stars. 
—Forugh Farrokhzad. 


І cannot let you burn me up, 
nor can I resist you. No mere human сап 
stand in a fire and not be consumed. 
—AS. Byatt. 


a great fire burns within me, but no one stops to 
warm themselves at it, and passers-by only see а 
wisp of smoke 

—Vincent Van Gogh. 


But when I pray, І pray about the fire. My fire. 
—Anne Sexton, from Mercy Street. 


Now the word out on the street 
Is the devils in your kiss 
If our love goes up in flames 
It’s a fire | can't resist 
— Aerosmith, Cryin’. 


We set the air on fire between us. 
— Janet Fitch. 


my sadness is a fire 
that i built to keep my hands warm on lonely nights. 
—Fatima Aamer Bilal. 
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Strange house we must keep апа fill. 

House that eats and pleads and kills. 

House on legs. House on fire. House infested 
With desire. Haunted house. Lonely house. 
House of trick and suck and shrug. 
Give-it-to-me house. I-need-you-baby house. 
House whose rooms are pooled with blood. 
House with hands. House of guilt. House 
That other houses built. House of lies 

And pride and bone. House afraid to be alone. 
House like an engine that churns and stalls. 
House with skin and hair for walls. 

House the seasons singe and douse. 

House that believes it is not a house. 


—Tracy K. Smith. 
She had cried; 
she would cry this 
evening; she would 
cry tomorrow. 
It was not home. 
—Virginia Woolf. 


Find me a house where no one can 
ever come. 
Шке talking to you, but to no one else in the whole 
world. 
—Virginia Woolf. 


Pve been trying to go home my whole life— 
—Chelsea Dingman. 
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I dream. Sometimes I think 
that’s the only right thing to do. 
—Haruki Murakami. 


Itis your face | bear through the night. It is to you 
I devote a dreaming space before I turn myself 
to sleep, but there is no sleep. It’s as if within me 
everything clamors for air, and I think if it’s like this 
now, what will it be like later? 

—From The World To Come (2020). 


She was tired a lot, as if she was living not one life 
but two: her own, and another, shadowy life that 
hovered around her and would not let itself be 
realized. 

— Margaret Atwood. 


Unable to enter 
my heart. І prefer my dreams. 
— Anais Nin. 


Dreams come from the past, not from the future. 
Dreams shouldn’t control you — you should control 
them. 

— Haruki Murakami. 


dreaming sordid, incoherent little dreams. 
—Sylvia Plath. 


The cost of oblivious daydreaming was always this 
moment of return, the realignment with what had 
been before and now seemed а little worse. 

—lan McEwan, Atonement. 


In these dreams it’s always you: 
—Richard Siken. 


Sleep is my lover now, my forgetting, my opiate, my 
oblivion. 
—Audrey Niffenegger. 
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In fat armchairs sat 
indolence and impatience, 
plotting my downfall 


A wicked cage flew 
across the long horizon 
searching for a bird. 


I burned with love in 
empty rooms, | sternly turned 
knives within myself. 


“Behold the bright gate,” 
the keeper said. 
“| am now going to shut it.” 


Hardly was the road 
swept clean when ah! there appeared 
new piles of dry leaves. 


But nothing could kill 
a faith like a guillotine, 
as heavy, as light. 


Happiness? Finding 
your indestructible core; 
leaving it alone. 


Into the heavens 
flew a breathless legion of 
impossible crows. 
—Rachel Wetzsteon, 
Blue Octavo Haiku. 


That! 

want to be loved but I don’t 

want to open my mouth. 

That I want to be saved but 

I don’t want to kneel down. 

Pessoa said, In order to 

understand, І destroyed myself. 

The dots are on the lines, 

not in the rectangles, as 

if to say that beauty must 

destroy something. Agnes left 

some lines uncovered on 

the borders, showing us how 

happiness is made. How 

even happiness is made by 

writing something down, 

then leaving it exposed for 

all to see. Is it possible to 

be seen, but not looked at? 
—Victoria Chang. 


If you knew what was going to happen, if you knew 
everything that was going to happen next — if you 
knew in advance the consequences of your own 
actions — you'd be doomed. You'd be as ruined as 
God. You'd be a stone. You'd never eat or drink or 
laugh or get out of bed in the morning. You’d never 
love anyone, ever again. You’d never dare to. 

— Margaret Atwood. 


But I sometimes picture my poor soul As a translator 
locked up by a madman, Forced to decipher an 
absurd text, Struggling to find meaning. 


— José Carlos Somoza. 
To make something 
beautiful should be enough. It isn’t. 
It should be. 
—-Richard Siken. 


Everything has already been divided — 
the stars, the sun, the moon. 

I come to you with my head bowed, 
terribly ashamed 

for I have nothing left to offer you; 
everything has already been divided 
and given away. 


And these words—foreign suns— 

and the bare trees, and your longing, 

are so sorrowful, so despairing, 

because this letter will never reach you, 

because I will search for you everywhere 
once more, 

because I will remember you everywhere 
once more, 

walking the same streets with my head bowed, 

because | am a lover who's terribly late, 

because I have nothing left to offer you, 

since 


everything has already been divided 
and given away. 
—Hovhannes Grigoryan. 


Most days I want to feel smaller. | want to slip 

between the slits between your fingers. | want to 

put my whole head in your lap & have your whole lap 

swallow this whole small drowning of me. І want 

to see myself inside myself the way I see the world 

from a high height: all easy to grasp & portioned. 

I want to know my sorrow is not as great as | imagine. 

I want to know, if it is, that it is as large as itis. 
—Devin Kelly. 


i want a “waking up naked under dusty pink silky 
sheets” scene: 

sunlights of hair cascading over the ivory of my back 
untethered strands connecting beauty marks 
my own constellation of starlight 

and as the morning light sashays in 

through the cracks 

of this chain of blinds 

and as this body of mine 

welcomes in blues and yellows 

there’s a sense of promise 

dancing in the air 

that’s not going anywhere. 

i want a scene of 

hands reaching for a door 

not for a cover 

for in this particular scene 

there’s a body that wants to have me init 

and ani who wants to be in this body 

i want this symbiotic bliss 

this harmonious coexistence 

of two opposing forces 

reaching for the same door. 


i want debussy playing in the background 
hands reaching for a cup, hands boiling water, hands 
adding 

a spoonful of coffee 

hands never burning 

hands running through hair 

like wild horses 

blindly unbounded 

like leaves 

succumbing to the breath of the wind 
but in a good way 

because succumbing oneself 

doesn't have to end with a death 

not always 

at least not when you can hear 

clair de lune 

softly whispering from the living room. 

i want scenes with hands: 

hands all over 

all the time 

hands that love 

without a reason and with (one) 

because it’s spring 

because it’s no longer spring 

because they are hands and that’s what they were 
made to do 

because debussy is playing 

and what else can one do 

but love 

unabashedly 


with van gogh yellows 
and picasso blues 
and monet violets 
and 
i want a scene where 
my name is no longer an unintended apology 
but a silent promise 
like the morning light 
dancing in the air 
painting its blue hues 
yellow in its blues. 
i want a scene where 
my existence is a reason 
and not an afterthought. 
i want a scene of me not wanting any of these. 
scenes of me naked under dusty pink silky sheets 
waiting for the morning light 
and knowing that it will come. 
—Tathéve Simonyan, clair de lune. 


Other people’s weakness can destroy you just as 

much as their strength can. Weak people are not 

harmless. Their weakness can be their strength. 
—Philip Roth. 


[01] 


ту disappearing darling, 
you sail with an anchorless boat, 
bolting from the dockyard 


as soon as someone gets 
too close. 


you are a magician with your departures. 


¡look for your footprints through the timeline of 
my life but i find none except for at the door of my 
entryway, 


one print on each side of the door, 
like you were always preparing to leave. 


you always run back to your little cage. 


and i was mistaken thinking that i could pick the 
locks and make you see that it is okay to retire the 
life at sea and return to the shore. 


but i was forging keys out of unconditional love for 
locks that did not even exist. 


you live in a hollow metal box. you have never known 
a love like this, a love that is not a paradox. 


you have always been a performer, 
never just a person. 


what a circus! 
the tightrope is your podium, 
one act further and more venturesome: 


you spin and spin and spin and spin 
until your toes break in your pointy shoes. 


but it is alright, the gore is covered with flashy 
clothes. you will be brand new once you catch some 
rest. you cannot be sick; you are the ringmaster of 
your own show and the heartbeat of your own well 
of death. 


and each day, a fresh coat of paint comes on. 


you are a mimic at your very best. every shiny quality 
that you have comes from another human being. 


but you have one original trick. 
you, my disappearing darling, 


feet flat on the barbed wiring, 
marvellous show of utter submittance 


while you carry a suitcase in your other hand. 


at the break of dawn, here is my love with the 
paint scrubbed off her traitorous skin. clowns are 
outdated, but becoming а laughingstock, not so 
much. 


town’s number one entertainer cries herself to sleep 
because she is lonely even when she dreams. 


always waking up screaming, “i cannot be loved!” 
but when someone tries, cautions them, 
“dead dove: do not eat!” 


you are an expert at reading faces. one hint of 
resentment and you are sprinting for the carriages. 
clutching the reins and dashing to the cages. 


because leaving gives you a sense of safety, you sit 
in your jail and that is your security. 


the familiarization of each injury makes the blow 
hurt less. the steps to first aid have become a 
muscle memory. 


you, the knife jugular, 
shaking hands with all your knives, so you are well 
acquainted with every way a blade can puncture or 
cut when it drives through the dennis. 

there are no surprises in your circus. 


itis a routine. 

to wake up and please. 

to exhibit qualities of a daring man 
and disguise the filth you breed. 


still walking on that tightrope. 


“look at me, 
iam shiny 
and colourful, 
not distasteful 
at all. 
brighter than the skies. 
ican bend backwards 


just to make you smile. 
and even if i trip and tumble, 


being seen is worth the pitfall.” 


—Fatima Aamer Bilal. 


[BLUE] 


33. I must admit that not all blues thrill me. I am not 
overly interested in the matte stone of turquoise, 
for example, and a tepid, faded indigo usually leaves 
me cold. Sometimes І worry that if | am not moved by 
a blue thing, І may be completely despaired, or dead. 
At times I fake my enthusiasm. At others, І fear І am 
incapable of communicating the depth of it. 

— Maggie Nelson, Bluets. 


I feel like the color blue. 
— Aerosmith, Crazy. 


Pm so in love with you 
РІ be forever blue 
—Erasure, A Little Respect. 


The hurt returns as it always intended—it is tender 
as the inside of my thighs, it is as blue, too. O 
windless, 


wingless sky, show me your empire of loneliness, let 
me spring from the jaws of what tried to kill me. 


Let me look at your face and see a heaven worth 
having, all your sorry angels falling off a piano bench, 
laughing. 


Do you burn because you remember darkness? 
Outside the joy is clamoring. It is almost like the 
worst day of your life 


is ordinary for everyone else. 
—Ruth Awad. 


the blue of the sky falls over me 


like silk, the flowers burn, and I want 
to live my life all over again, to begin again, 


to be utterly 
wild. 
— Mary Oliver. 


As through marble or the lining of 
certain fish split open and scooped 
clean, this is the blue vein 

that rides, where the flesh is even 
whiter than the rest of her, the splayed 
thighs mother forgets, busy struggling 
for command over bones: her own, 
those of the chaise longue, all 

equally uncooperative, and there’s 

the wind, too. This is her hair, gone 
from white to blue in the air. 


This is the black, shot with blue, of my dark 
daddy's knuckles, that do not change, ever. 
Which is to say they are no more pale 

in anger than at rest, or when, as 

limagine them now, they follow 

the same two fingers he has always used 
to make the rim of every empty blue 

glass in the house sing. 

Always, the same 

blue-to-black sorrow 

no black surface can entirely hide. 


Under the night, somewhere 
between the white that is nothing so much as 
blue, and the black that is, finally; nothing, 
lam the man neither of you remembers. 
Shielding, in the half-dark, 
the blue eyes I sometimes forget 
I don’t have. Pulling my own stoop- 
shouldered kind of blues across paper. 
Apparently misinformed about the rumored 
stuff of dreams: everywhere | inquired, 
I was told look for blue. 

—Carl Phillips. 


Blue of the heaps of beads poured into her breasts 
and clacking together in her elbows; 
blue of the silk 
that covers lily-town at night; 
blue of her teeth 
that bite cold toast 
and shatter on the streets; 
blue of the dyed flower petals with gold stamens 
hanging like tongues 
over the fence of her dress 
at the opera/opals clasped under her lips 
and the moon breaking over her head a 
gush of blood-red lizards. 
—Diane Wakoski. 


